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his clothes ready for the wash ? He talks about the backbone of a chicken as a " fowl's box." While my wife was ill he came to me and said he would get things all day long, and then when she came to breakfast and he stood behind her chair waving off the flies, he said at frequentJutervals, " I'se glad you better." Did I tell you how she found a neat little gilt cross nailed above her bed ? JNTow, he said, she would " never be sick again." It was nice of him to use the Christian symbol. It showed liberality, though, as he told her, a bit of the Koran would be better.
The " Hedwig" December 1879.—These Arab sailors give us no end of interest. They are children with the dignity of gentlemen. If we look as if we wanted something, one rushes forward to get it. They do their work solemnly. When I go early on deck I see piles of what seems clothing about the deck. Silently obeying some instinct rather than an order, like flowers in a field, these heaps rise and, one after another, prove to be men and go about their work. After breakfast we wish them " Good morning/' which causes a great sensation, they touch heads and hearts, smiling their joy. At sunset most of them pray. Facing the east, with a bit of carpet before them, they seeni to be unconscious of all things as they bow, kneel, and prostrate themselves. I expect the habit is very good. The mind has a way of keeping in tune with the body, and when the body is thus humbled the mind too becomes humble. With cuts and
bruises they come to Y------ for doctoring, and she.,  believing
only in cold water with a great appearance of bandaging, has been successful.
The " Hedwig" December 2$th, 1879.—My wife has painted the cook!! That's the greatest event since my last letter. He is such a cook; his costume represents a survival of the unfittest. English boots whose rotten elastic sides reveal his bare feet, calico drawers, an English shooting-coat over a sky-blue Arab waistcoat, all covered by a surtout which may have belonged to a Russian noble. His costume, his occupation, or his nature gives him a shrinking look. This morning he has been standing
far from Y------ encouraged by her words " good cook " to
abstain from sinking through the floor while she painted himi She has got something like him, at any rate when we look at the picture we shall think of fowls, pigeons, and onions. . .
On Christmas Day we prepared a grand snapdragon for our crew. They had never seen such a sight. It was amusing. They cheered, and with every cheer in regular rhythm, they put their hands in the flames and pulled out raisins which they at once dropped. The object to them seemed to be to empty the tray. At last like the Chinaman and roast pig one sucked his fingers. Then all began to pick up those on the ground and to